FROM  EAST TO  WEST
happened to the Mephistophelian frown? The hardened
drinker blushed and melted like a young girl listening to
compliments. ... But the next morning, Danilov was
again confronted by the scorched old devil with hollow
cheeks and glazed look*
The care of the train took up all his time. Whatever
other thoughts Danilov might have had—his job was
always there and demanded his attention. He felt that
in the hospital train there was still a lot that needed to
be done. He probed into all the details of its life and
listened to what people were saying. Sobol kept doing
sums. Danilov began to do the same. He calculated that
they spent not more than ten days a month on the
transport of wounded. The rest of the time they were
either stationary or going empty; the unit, idle for lack
of anything to do, just stared out of the windows and
gossiped.
Julia Dmitriyevna emphasized the importance of
studying. That was all right, but still, they weren't there
to study at leisure .,. .
One day they were stationed next to another hospital
train. They watched from the windows all that went on
in that other strange train. Two nurses were laughing
and chattering and sewing at the same time. In the staff
train three men without pullovers, in their shirt sleeves
—played billiards. The devils! thought Danilov 35 he
looked at them—they've taken away the partition
between the compartments in order to put in the billiard-
table.
Between the trains a transport repair brigade passed
quickly:—a few young lads and two girls in men's black
oily leather coats.—These children are repairing our
trains, thought Danilov, while hefty men knock about
billiard balls twenty days out of thirty. And I stand and
watch them do it. But if we were able to repair our
coach as we did, he went on to himself, could we not
manage the current repairs as well? We have all sorts of
experts among our men. Is it possible that we are unable
to master the work that is being done for us by these
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